Further Developments 


Author: roses 

Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Duff McKagan, Slash 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Apr 24 2008 05:37:51 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Further Developments 


Author's Notes: 
Let me know-good, bad or otherwise. Thanks for reading!! (Oh yeah, second fic, first REAL sex scene =P ) 


Disclaimer: Not true, never was, never will be. | have never met them, have no connection with them, and 


would never hurt them-its all fiction, and written purely for my own entertainment. 


The wind howled outside as rain lashed against the rattling window panes. Duff frowned. he was miserable. 
Hugging his knees closer to his chest, the normally playful blond tried to concentrate on the comedy playing on 
the TV. He wasn't even slightly amused by the character's antics. 


Repressing a sigh, Duff risked a glance out the corner of his eye, at the figure huddled at the far end of the 


couch. 


Slash sat as far from Duff as he could manage, considering only the one couch sat atop the cold, bare 
floorboards in their tiny living room. Slash's thick black hair hung long over his face, isolating him from the 


world. Only the guitarists mouth could be seen beneath the mask - teeth chewing nervously on his full lower 


lip, which Duff noticed looked red and sore. 


The two musicians had barely spoken since "The Incident", as they both privately referred to it. After 
successfully avoiding each other for close to a week, the weather had trapped them in their undersized, 


depressing apartment. 
Axl and Izzy had left together early, and Steven hadn't been seen in days. 


Slash silently cursed them for not being here to ease the tension. Then again.. He reconsidered, deciding that it 
was probably best they weren't here to question the awkward silence. 


Both men had spent the majority of the day locked in their own rooms, jamming alone. Letting their 
frustrations scream out through strings and amplifiers, they momentarily dulled the painful images that 
plagued them. 


Eventually stiff, bleeding fingers began missing notes, worsening rather than easing their aggravation. 


Lacking other distractions, Duff had drifted to the television set first, silently pleading with their old set to 
hold out for the afternoon. It had been on the brink for months, and they couldn't even afford good alcohol, let 
alone a new one. For a moment, Duff almost let himself contemplate what his afternoon might hold if his last 


source of distraction was taken away. 
It didn't bear thinking about. 


Despite wanting to keep his distance, Slash nevertheless resigned himself to the same fate as Duff half an 
hour later. Slinking cautiously into the damp room, careful to avoid Duff's eyes he sank into the couch where 
he curled protectively, muscles visibly stiffened. He often wished he had Izzy's ability to sneak in and out 


unnoticed, but everywhere he went he felt Duff's eyes, boring into him. 


Slash felt Duff shift, figured he was looking at him and squirmed slightly. The shy guitarist was waiting for the 


explosion 


Normally Duff was the sweetest guy, and Slash trusted his best friend with his life, but one thing those close 
to Duff knew was not to piss him off. Slash had a feeling he'd done just that, however unintentionally. 


He was sure that Duff was disgusted at him, sure that his own pleasure at feeling Duff's warm, inviting 
mouth over his cock was playing on Duff's mind, torturing him. Sure that these thoughts would only fuel the 
rage that Slash imagined boiling over behind the blond man's dull expression. 


Slash closed his eyes and cringed inwardly. 


It wasn't that he was afraid of Duff, he was more embarrassed than anything. However, he was sure that if 
he peeked up at that moment, he would find the lanky bassist towering over him. Slash reached for his hair 


self-consciously, making sure his face was fully covered. 


The black shield wasn't only so that he didn't have to look out, it was a desperate attempt to hide his red- 
rimmed eyes. He couldn't let on that he'd been crying. 


Men didn't cry. 


Then again, men didn't scream in ecstasy and feel as though their hearts were about to explode when their 


best guy friend gave them a blow job either. 
Maybe he wasn't a real man after all.. 
Maybe he wished Duff would hit him.. 


Maybe he wished Duff would kiss him.. 


If he could look into Duff's eyes and see disgust, anger and maybe a little hatred, it might knock some sense 
into him.. Instead of sitting here like a fucking pussy with his stomach turning flip flops constantly. Fuck. He 
needed a smoke.. or a drink.. or both. 


Slash had no real regrets about that night, only that the awkwardness of the next morning had escalated. 


He wanted to tell his friend he was sorry, to clear the air between them, but the guarded look in Duff's eyes 
was like nothing Slash had ever seen before and it worried him. He wondered if the usually easygoing man 
might explode if he knew how much he'd enjoyed the sight of the blond's head bobbing up and down as he 
sucked him, the calloused fingers digging into his hips as he strained to thrust upwards.. 


He stopped himself. 
He couldn't keep thinking like that.. the rest of the band would think he was a pussy and kick him out. 
He choked back a sob. Losing both Duff and the band was too much to bear. 


He had to believe it had been worth it all to have the hands and mouth of the most beautiful man alive all 


over him.. Even just for one night. 


At the other end of the couch, Duff too was lost in his thoughts, scolding himself. He should have known it 
was too good to be true - his beautiful dark friend laying naked in front of him, begging to be taken into his 


mouth. 


Duff had wanted Slash for so long, yet Slash seemed so ashamed of what he'd done that Duff couldn't bring 
himself to tell his hiding friend the true nature of his feelings for him. Letting his mind wander as he gazed 
towards the other end of the couch, he remembered all the times they had played around - Duff had wanted 


more and he'd gotten it, but now it had ruined their friendship and he had nothing. 


How would he ever be able to grab Slash's inner thigh to flip him over his shoulder now? It had been difficult 
enough to keep his cock from swelling before.. Slash's leather pants didn't leave much to the imagination! 


But now he'd had his mouth around that cock, he didn't know if he could ever be so close and hide his 


attraction 
Duff felt empty. His heart had never felt this shattered, 
He knew there was only one way to fix this mess. 


He had to do it. 


There was no way Slash was ever going to bring it up - the timid man had shut down the second Duff looked 
at him this week. 


He scooted around on the couch, bringing his feet up between them, long legs still curled to his chest, arms 
wrapped protectively around them. 


Something was going on Slash dared a glance sideways through his hair and felt every muscle in his body 
tense. The tall bassist was still beautiful, even through the pain that flashed across his face as his eyes 
darted around nervously, looking first at Slash, then at his own knees, picked at his finger nails and glanced at 


the TV before settling on staring at a spot on the couch somewhere near his feet. 


Duff took a deep breath and closed his eyes against the hot tears threatening to well. He'd lost his best friend 
and he was about to quit the band that was his life. 


He knew they couldn't live and play together with Slash thinking of him as a perverted fag. 


"Look, man." He started nervously "I'm.. I'm sorry | sucked your cock the other night, alright?" Duff rushed 
through the last bit, eyes averted.. fuck this was hard. 


He wasn't really sorry at all 
He wanted to do it again. 
"I thought you wanted me too - | mean, you acted like it and all." Duff trailed off. 


He saw the guitarist's full lips part slightly, and longed to see his huge dark eyes, which remained protectively 


covered. 


"Look, | shouldn'a done it.. | know, and Im fucking sorry.. | just..” 


He had to say it - he had to tell Slash it wasn't his fault, stop the guitarist from feeling guilty. 


"I just.. | wanted to do it for a long time. All our play-fighting make me want more of you. | don't blame you 
for hating me, I'm sorry | put you in that position” 


Slash froze - this wasn't what he'd expected at all! His heart skipped a beat. The blond man was still talking, 
mostly apologizing, then something shocking cut through Slash's thoughts. 


"This music thing.. This is your dream man, you can have it. | know | can't expect you to work with me again, 


so I'm leaving. You can get on with what makes you happy - | owe you that much." Duff whispered painfully. 


Slash turned his head towards the nervous man before him - he could see Duff between his curls, his soft 
eyes shining as he blinked rapidly - trying to get all his words out before those eyes spilled over. Slash was 
frozen in shock for only a second, but apparently it had been too long for Duff to stand. 


"Fuckin! say something man - | know you're pissed, but l'm making a fuckin’ effort here, ok? This isn't easy for 


me to say either ya know." 


Slash brushed his hair aside as he shifted towards the other end of the couch, revealing his own red, puffy 
eyes. Duff abruptly stopped talking as Slash reached out and gently smoothed the wild blond hair. 


"Shit man, | thought you fucking hated me." Slash's soft voice almost cracked. "I thought you were gonna 
fuckin’ smash me cos | enjoyed it" Slash continued shyly. 


Duff's lower lip trembled slightly, revealing vulnerability in his guarded expression as it dawned on him why his 
friend had looked scared of him all week. He reached up, taking the hand gently from his hair and wrapping 
their fingers together before slowly bringing the other man's hand to his lips, never breaking the eye contact 
he had missed so much. 

Slash's eyes grew wider as Duff brought the aching fingers towards his lips slowly, crying out as he felt hot 
breath and moist lips caress his knuckles, the backs of his hands and his palms. "oohhh." was all he managed 
to utter as his finger was taken into the warm, safe mouth and sensuously sucked. 

Slash shifted forward further, moving Duff's long legs aside and freeing the space between them. 

"Are you.. | mean.. do you really..?" 


Flustered, Slash fought the urge to hang his hair in his eyes as he searched for the right words. 


"Oh god Slash.. I've wanted to fuck you forever" Duff breathed, more confident now he could feel Slash's warm 
hand resting on his thigh. 


Slash wasn't sure how to respond - his mouth was dry and his heart pounded so hard it hurt. On top of that, 
those last whispered words had brought a stirring to his pants that he hadn't felt since that night he'd spent 
with Duff. 


Rather than say anything stupid to spoil the moment, Slash instead lent forward and caught the bassist's still 
trembling lips with his own, his tongue gently begging to be let inside. Duff opened his mouth, and sucked firmly 
on Slash's tongue as it entered, wrapping his hands around the guitarists neck and through his unkempt curls. 


After a few seconds Duff pulled back, his famous cheeky grin plastered all over his face. He pressed Slash's 
hand to the bulge in his jeans. 


"Feel that? That's about how much | hate you man" he drawled, voice thick with sudden longing - longing to 
touch and be touched. 


Slash rolled his eyes back and moaned as he massaged the still swelling mass beneath his hand. Leaning forward 
into Duff, he pushed the taller man backwards onto the couch, smothering the lean body with his own, lips 
brushing Duff's cheek as he moved his hair aside to nip at his earlobe, drawing a loud gasp. Further turned on 
by Duff's enthusiasm, Slash ground his own cock into Duff's thigh, forcing a louder moan from the squirming 


man beneath him. 


Without warning, Duff's lips curled into a cheeky smile and he laughed out loud. It was a beautiful laugh that 
Slash usually loved to hear, but this time it made his blood run cold.. Duff wouldn't trick him like that. would 


he? 


"Did you see that chick's face man? She didn't know what the fuck to say!!" Duff referred to the brunette 


Slash had brought home last weekend, with every intention of fucking her senseless. 


Slash groaned at the thought - she'd walked out of the bathroom just as they'd finished and not said a word 
to either of them as she grabbed her purse and stormed out of the hotel, slamming doors in a way they had 
only seen Axl do. Still, the memory brought a smile to Slash's face. 


"Hal Na man, | wasn't game enough to open my eyes. | know she was fuckin’ pissed though!" 


Slash's laughter quickly turned to a yelp as he was rolled off the couch, landing on his back with Duff on top 
of him, knees on either side of his hips pinning him to the hard floorboards. "I really missed you man’ Duff 
said shyly, a light blush covering his cheeks as he avoided Slash's gaze. Slash rolled his eyes playfully "fuckin 
pansy" he muttered as he pulled Duff down and into a deep kiss. 


Sliding his hands down Duff's back, Slash let his hands hover teasingly around his hips before reaching around 
to grab at his ass. There wasn't much there to grab, but Slash decided he liked its shape and the way it fit 
firmly into his hands, and he kneaded it hungrily while Duff rotated his hips, rubbing their erections together. 
Slash groaned loudly and sat up, wrapping his arms around Duff. 


Duff sighed out load and raked his fingernails down Slash's back, enjoying the feel of the muscles tense beneath 
the soft skin. Slash reached down between their bodies and fumbled with Duff's zipper, trying to free his cock. 
A hand on his arm stopped him as Duff suddenly pulled back, breaking away from their kiss. 


He clambered to his feet, pulling at Slash's arm and urging him to follow. Duff got about as far as the living 
room door when he was suddenly spun around and slammed up against the wall. Before his mind even 
registered the change in direction Slash's mouth was on his, kissing him deeply. One hand slid across his 
stomach, fingers dipping teasingly under the waist band of his pants, the other pressing his shoulder back 
against the wall. Slash knew exactly where Duff had been heading, and had no reason to stop him or delay what 
they both knew was going to happen - he wanted it as much as Duff did, but the bassist's eyes were filled 
with longing and every second he was held captive under Slash's mouth he squirmed a little harder. It was 


beautiful, and Slash wanted to hold on to that control a little longer. 


Not wanting to pull away from the hand reaching closer to his cock, Duff was torn between staying under 
Slash's hands and mouth or pulling away from the delicious feeling to head to the bedroom. Duff didn't know 
what to do, so he simply moaned a little louder and pulled at Slash's hair. His cock ached with the need to be 
released, and he longed to feel the guitarist's full, soft lips wrapped around it. 


Duff pushed his hips forward into Slash's, indicating his growing impatience. Slash was such a tease, and by the 
look of the smile on his face, he knew it too. Duff had never been so desperate to fuck anyone in all his life. 


Figuring he'd teased the blond man enough, Slash grabbed Duff by the front of his t-shirt with both fists, 
pulling him away from the wall. Never letting his lips leave Duff's they make their way up the stairs, banging 


elbows on walls but not caring. Just desperate to get to a bedroom. 


Slash threw Duff down on the bed, kicking the door shut behind them. He would have loved to fuck him up 
against the wall in the living room, but sharing the house with three other guys didn't exactly make it a good 
place for private lounge-room sex. Slash wasted no time removing Duff's t-shirt and jeans, hesitating only 


briefly to admire the bulge outlined beneath Duff's boxers before they came off too. 


Running one hand up Duff's stomach to pinch his nipples, Slash began giving small licks at his cock which 
twitched appreciatively, making Duff moan and writhe beneath him. As he took the head of Duff's cock into his 
mouth, Slash remembered that he'd never done this before. He'd been so caught up in the beauty of Duff that 
it had completely slipped his mind. In a moment of self-doubt Slash wondered if Duff had, and if he had high 


expectations. 


Just at that moment Slash must have hit a sensitive spot with his tongue, making Duff cry out, his hands 
instinctively reaching for Slash's hair, which hung loose onto his pale stomach. Confidence restored, Slash began 


to suck harder. 


Scooping Slash's curls out of the way, Duff moaned as he caught sight of Slash's full lips wrapped around his 
cock. That sight made Duff's balls tighten, getting closer to coming, but it was the feeling of the tongue 
circling the head and dipping into the slit that just about sent him over the edge. He thrust his hips upwards, 


almost catching Slash off guard, then pulled back, not wanting to come yet - they'd only just started. 


Sensing that Duff was close, Slash pulled away reluctantly, leaving a quick kiss on the head of Duff's cock 
before moving up to kiss him, licking little paths up his chest on the way. Duff's tongue plunged deep into 
Slash's mouth, tasting himself on the guitarists tongue. While they were kissing, Duff slid his hand down 
between them and managed to push Slash's pants down far enough to release his cock, gripping it firmly. Slash 
thrust into Duff's hand almost immediately, as though he'd been waiting an eternity to have the fingers 
wrapped around his hot flesh.. and in a way, he had been 


The weight of Slash lying on top of him was an incredible, though unusual feeling for Duff. 
Having the air crushed out of his lungs was not a usual part of sex. 


Not that he minded. Even with his eyes closed, the weight mixed with Slash's scent so close to him let him 
know that this real - that he wasn't fucking some groupie and imagining it was Slash. He reached around and 
grabbed Slash's ass with his free hand, his fingers close to the crack, waiting for an invitation to go further. In 
response, Slash groaned and pumped harder into Duff's hand, encouraging the other man. Using his saliva as 
make-shift lube, Duff gently fingered the opening, waiting for Slash to relax slightly before pushing just the tip 
of one finger inside. Slash tensed up immediately, but happily relaxed when Duff soothed him with a few firm 


pumps on his cock. 


Moving the finger in and out slowly, Duff was pleased to notice Slash's breathing growing even more ragged 
against his neck, the guitarist now biting at the flesh instead of the soft, hesitant kisses he had been giving it 
just minutes ago. Just as Duff was contemplating the right time to introduce a second finger, he heard words 
whispered against his neck that he had longed to hear but never thought he would. 


"Fuck me Duff.. Now" 


Duff's breath stopped in his throat and he thought he would come all over his own stomach right then. He 
lifted Slash's face so he could look at him. 


"You sure?" 

"Yes.. Positive.. Now" Slash's words were forced out in moans, between deep ragged breaths. 

Turning them over so that his friend was on his back on the bed, Duff crawled between Slash's legs, grabbing 
his lube out of the bedside table on the way. It was usually used reluctantly for a groupie too drunk to get 
wet, but this time it had a much more interesting purpose, and he was glad to be pulling it out. Rubbing a little 


onto his fingers, Duff looked at Slash. 


"Have you ever.. you know..?" He didn't have to finish, Slash knew what he meant and shook his head slightly. 


Duff nodded and gave him a small, reassuring smile "Me neither man" 


Slash's body spoke of excitement, but there was fear in his eyes. He expected it to hurt, but still knew he 
wanted Duff's cock inside him. Slash relaxed as he felt Duff stroking his fingers over his hole again, allowing 
entry to a single finger. As Slash groaned in appreciation, Duff gently gripped the other man's cock 


Pumping shallowly, he quickly inserted a second finger into Slash. As he moved his fingers around Slash began 
to relax, bucking his hips into Duff's hand, moaning for more. 


Sure that Slash was open enough, Duff lifted Slash's legs onto his shoulders before slowly removing his fingers 
and replacing them with his lubed-up cock. Slash yelped as Duff's cock first entered him, but managed to keep 


his muscles reasonably relaxed, allowing Duff entry. 


When he'd pushed almost all the way in, Duff paused. Holding very still while Slash got used to the feeling, Duff 
stroked his friend's chest and jaw line as he lent over him. Slash's eyes were screwed shut and his breath was 
coming fast and short. Duff knew that he would be in pain, but all he could do was keep still and wait for it to 

pass. 


After only a few agonizing seconds, Slash's face relaxed and he smiled at Duff, who was still stroking his chest 
lovingly. 


"Ok?" Duff asked, looking slightly concerned. 


Slash nodded and gasped as Duff began to pull his cock out very slowly before gently thrusting back in, going a 
little further this time. Duff closed his eyes and moaned at the pressure surrounding his cock, at Slash's 
muscles occasionally tensing around him. He ran his hands over Slash's legs, up to his hips and over his 
stomach, coming back to his hips to pull the other man towards him as he thrust. Slash's skin tingled 
everywhere Duff touched, as though he were on fire. 


Duff's rhythmic pumping grew harder and faster, until he was slamming almost full force into Slash. The 
guitarists eyes were half closed, small moans and yelps occasionally escaping his lips. He never realized this 
felt so good, and wondered why he'd let himself miss out on this feeling for so long. 


But Duff wasn't done with him yet, moving his angle slightly, he prepared for something different. As his next 
hard thrust hit right on Slash's prostate, Slash's eyes flew open in surprise and he let out a scream that was 
probably heard by anyone in the building who happened to be home. 


"Fuck" He panted between jolts of electricity, as Duff slammed into his prostate again and again He had been 
caught completely off-guard for that one, but fuck it was good - he had no idea what Duff was doing, but if 


he'd been enjoying it before, he was in heaven now! 


Duff knew he was close to coming, Slash's ass had tightened around his cock each and every time he pumped 
into him, practically squeezed the cum out of him. Wrapping one hand around Slash's cock he timed long, hard 
strokes with his own thrusts, getting faster as he himself got closer to the edge. Suddenly Slash tensed, his 
body pulsing around Duff's cock as he came all over Duff's hand with a strangled cry. 


Only seconds later Duff also came, pumping hard into Slash as he filled the exhausted man with hot fluid, 


moans turning into whimpers as his cock became spent and he pulled it slowly from Slash's wonderful warmth. 


Laying his head on Slash's chest tenderly, Duff tried to catch his breath. As he listened to the racing heart 
beat below his ear, he felt a hand reach up to his hair, petting it and sweeping it from his sweaty forehead. 
Looking up at Slash, he saw both a relaxed affection and what Duff guessed to be nervousness in his eyes. 
Forcing his tired body to bring him into a sitting position he moved towards Slash, brushing his hair aside and 
tracing along his lips lazily with his finger 


"What's the matter?" He asked, although after that performance he wasn't too worried about Slash being 
upset with him anymore. 

Slash smiled slightly and blushed through his sweat. 

"Your not gonna fuck me an run again are ya?" He asked, only half jokingly. 

Duff smiled and leaned down, kissing him firmly on his mouth. 

"What do you think?" He asked, as he traced one finger around Slash's nipple. 

Slash grinned and grabbed the back of Duff's head, pulling him down into a passionate, heated kiss "I love you 


Duff" The whisper was barely audible, but Duff grinned as he snuggled his slick body against Slash's for a 


much deserved sleep "Mm.. you too man" 


~End~ 


